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CHARLEY Where? 
BILLY Straight up. 
CHARIEY What do you mean? 
BILLY I mean that I'm going to try next for the altitude record. 
CHARLEY What is it D0\1? 
BILLY Seventeen thousand feet. 
CHARLEY Ever been near it yet? 
BILLY 1-li thin less than 3000. 
CHARLEY So that•s vhat you been doing up in the big blue. Won't do no good to 

warn you, but--
BILLY No, Chuck. That same something that I told you about a long time ago is 

still driving me, and I've got to go on. 
CHARLEY On the afternoon of March 11, 1916, we attached a baro-graph to his new 

plane to record the height he reached, and Billy took off on his last flight. 
SOUND ENGINE TAKE-OFF AND FADING 
CHARLEY Only a few of his friends knew what he vas trying to do. We watched him 

rise and circle higher and higher until the sound of his engine vas lost. The 
plane became a mere speck against the blue of space and then passed out of 
sight. --- Then, away off in the distance, someone saw the plane swing into 
view in long, irregular downvard spirals. Something had gone wrong. Billy 
fought desperately for control, but it continued to flutter downward like a 
falling leaf. With a final swift plunge, it crashed on a hillside near Evart. 
When the first men reached the site, there was nothing but a mass of smoking 
wreckage. Same of us got there as soon as we could. I couldn't bear to look. 
- That•s the end of the story of Billy Robinson. As Editor Ray said, tiHis 
spirit of youthful enthusiasm and dauntless courage is forever an inspiration 
and a symbol." 

XXX 
THE LITTLE BROWN CHURCH 

NARRATOR For most of the pioneers of this western prairie land, life vas too filled 
with work to leave time for art. Yet, at rare intervals, there appeared among 
them someone like Hamlin Garland, vho could put the comedy and the tragedy of 
their life into words, or someone like Williams s. Pitts, who could capture 
the beauty and the romance of their life and hold it forever in song. This 
is the story of the song "The Little Brovn Church in the Vale" and of the man 
who wrote it. 

MUSIC BRIDGE 
PITTS (OID HAN) - I remember the first time I saw the valley of the Little Cedar 

River. The scene is as plain before me now as a picture on the wall. It was 
a forenoon in the early 5Ummer of 1857, fifty--almost sixty--years ago. I 
vas a young doctor, looking for a place to hang out my shingle, and vas riding 
horseback along a prairie road. A lot of other people were headed west along 
that road too. 

SOUND CREEKING OF WAGONS VOICES "GEE UP THEREt BUCKt BOB1" CRACKlliG OF 
WHIPS 

PITTS Most of the vehicles were lumber wagons, mud spattered from the crossing 
of the Wapsie ford, drawn by oxen, with families and all their goods and chattels 
carried or driven along with them-a part of the vast westward tide then sweep­
ing into Iowa. I topped a rise and spread out before me a panorama that 
made me rein my horse to one side and then to a stop. 
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NOLSE OF TRAFFIC AS ABOVE 
There, against the background of the Big Woods along the river, I saw, 

first, the roofs of the village of Bradford shining in their newness through 
the trees; then, swinging my eyes to the left, I noted a spot where a clump 
of oaks and cedars seemed to struxl as though vai ting expectant, calling.--
The momentary char.m was broken by a brisk greeting. 

MAN 
PITTS 
MAN 
PITTS 
MAN 

Hi, strangerl 
(YOUNG MAN) GOod morning, Sir. 
Enjoying the view, ain't you? 
Yes, I am. 
Lookin' fer land? Wel l, now I got some o' the best pieces o' farm land 

in all Chicasaw County, broke er unbroke, woods or prairies, an' I'll be only 
too glad to = 

PITTS Thank you. tc, I'm not looking for land-not to buy it. That is. 
MAN A in' t no money in jest lookin' • 
PITTS No, I agree; but sometimes there's quite a bit of satisfaction in just 

MAN 
lookin'. 

Wel l, when you git fed up with lookin', if you change yer mind, hunt me 
up here at the county seat. You can't miss me. Jest look fer the biggest sign 
on Main Street-"REAL ESTATE". See you later. 

PITTS (OlD) I rEIIlember how relieved I was when he drove away, and how I rode 
a little farther from the road and stopped again to try to recapture my earlier 
mood. Once more the little clump of oaks and cedars drew and held my attention. 
I seemed to hear something, or someone, calling--

MUSIC (SOFI'LY, .AS FROM J... DISTANCE) INI'RODUCTION TO THE CHORUS OF "THE LITTlE 
BROWN CHURCH", WITH ACCOMPANIMENT " OH, COME, COME, COME, CCME" ----

PITTS ( OID) Finally, I turned and rode on into the village, only to fird that 
they already had a doctor there . I returned to my home in Wisconsin. But the 
charm of the view near Bradford vas not lost. Nor vas the spell broken. Some= 
thing inside me seemed to demand expression . Although no one else knew it, I 
had already tried my hand at writin g simple verse and at composing music to 
fit it. As I pondered on this Iowa experience, I came to realize that what 
was needed to complete the picture vas a lit t le church, a little brown church 
in the vildvood a church and a bell, calling (SINGING SOFI'IX) "Come, come, 
come, come" Gradually words and music came to give form to J'!.JY vision. They 
vere vritten down and laid aside, and I found that only then vas I at peace 
with myself. 

MUSIC BRIDGE 
PITTS (OID) Seven years later (1864) found ne located for the practice of my 

profession in Fredericksburg--same twenty miles to the East of Bradford. Pros­
pects were encouraging; but, in order to supplement my as yet meagre income, I 
decided to start some singing schools. I rode over to Bradf'ord one day to see 
if I could organize one there. As I approaciled the village, I noticed some 
activity in vhat I had come to think of e.s !& clump of trees. Someone vas p.1tting 
up a building there. 

SOUND HAMHERING AND SAWING 
NUTTING (CALLING) Light down, Sir. Hope you 're looking for a job. 
PITTS (YOUNG) Well, to tell the truth, I am. I am Dr. Pitts of Fredericksburg. 
HUTTING And I, in spite of appearances, am Pastor Nutting of the Congregational 

Church here. Glad to meet you, Doctor. 
PTI'TS I'm glad to meet you. You building a ctn.rob hare? 
NUTTING Yes,--but why that eager light in your eJe? 
PITTS I can't believe itl 
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NO'l"'l'IOO ean•t believe we're building a churoh? Well, I've sometimes found it 
hard to believe that we could, but our faith has moved mountairus-f'ai th and 
works. All these men here are giving us their time, and most of the material 
bas been given too. And here it is, rising a little higher every day. But 
why can't l2B believe it? 

PrrTS It'll probably soum foolish years ago, vhen, I eav this place for the 
first tilne, I imagined a church here in this little grove a ohurch with a 
bell. You're going to have a bell, aren't yau? 

N'""U'l"""'TING We are Thanks to the kindness of •ome friends in the East. It's already 
on its way. 

Pl1'TS I'm glad to know that. What color are you going tc pa1nt the church? 
NUTTING Brown, I suppose. That's the cheapest paint ve can get. That going to 

suit you? Did you see a little brown church in your vision? 
PITTS A little brown church? Yes--! did. 
NUTTING The prophet Joel said, "your young men •hall see visions". I naven 1 t 

time, though, just nov for visions. I've got a church to build. Now what did 
you want to see me about? 

PITTS I want to start a singing school here in Bradford, and I would appreciat e 
your approval and your influence in the village. 

NUTTING Good. We need more music in our worship and in our lives. I've heard of 
you, Doctor, f'rom some of my friends over in Fredericksburg. You can count on 
me. Now, I've got to get back to vork. 

PITTS (OW) 'fhe singing school in Bradford vas a success from the first. I 've 
never met a finer bunch of young people· or elder people either--than those 
who met with me one night each week to follow my lead in learntng to sing songs 
that vera favori tee of that day. We were alloved to meet in the churoh, al­
though it vas not finished inside, and the scholars had to sit on planks ~p­
ported by na11kega. Strange as it may seem, there vas an organ f actory in 
Bradford at that time, ani 1 ts proprietor had supplied an organ for the church, 
vhich we were allowed to use. 

MARY Dr. Pitts, can't ve sing "U:>ng, Long, Ago"? 
PITTS (YOUNG) That's a good song, Mary. How many knov it? - Hold up your hands. 

-- Not al J • I expect more of you know the tune than the words. Can you play 
it, Celia? - Good. Well then, Celia will plar it, and Mary will sing the words, 
and we'll all join in on \he "!Dng, IJJng, Ago". A1l right, Celia, Mary·--

MARY (SDJGS) •Tell me the tales that to me vere so dear." 
PITTS Now, all together ••••• 
ALL (SING) "wng, long ago, Long, long, ago." 
MARY "Sing me the songs I delighted to hear," 
ALL "Long, long ago, IDng ago." 
MARY "Nov you are came, all ay grief is removed, !At me forget, that so long 

you have roved, Let me believe that you love as you loved, 
A'LL "wng, long, ago, long ago. 
PITTS Now, altogether let 1 s sing the whole vers,..e-
ALL (SING THE ENTIRE vERSE) 
PITTS That 1 s fim. Wet ll ;>ractice a 11 ttle 110re on this, and then we' 11 sing it 

at our exhibition, nest; month. 
SOUND CHURCH BELL 
NUtTING We have gathered here tonight, friends, to hear our young folks give us 

an exhibition of what thty have learned in ei.nging school under the tutelage 
ot Dr. Pitts. I know I speak for all ot you older folka when I -:..ay we are 
proud ot these young people and v e cGIIPliment the ani their tElacber on their 
acccapllsbments. 
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SOUND APPLAUSE 
NUTTING And now it gives me great pleasure to share with all of you a secret that 

I have kept only with the greatest difficulty. Dr. Pitts is going to sing tor 
us a song which he himself has written, and which he calls, "The Little Brown 
Church in the Vale•. Dr. Pitts. 

SOUND APPLAUSE 
NUTTING (YOUNG) I appreciate Mr. Nutting's invitation to sing here, for the first 

time in public, a song which I wrote after seeing this spot years ago, before 
there was a real little brown church in the vale. By a strange coincidencA-e­
almost, it might seem, by inspiration--the church and the song belong to each 
other. 

PIT 'IS (YOUNG) (SINGS WITH ORGAN ACC CMPANIMENI') 
There's a church in the valley by the Wildwood, 
No lovelier spot in the dale: 
No spot is so dear to my childhood, 
As the little brown church in the Vale. 

Oh, Come, cc:me, come, 
Come to the church in the wildwood, 
<11, come to the church in the dale J 
No spot is so dear to rq childhood 1 
As the little brown church in the vale. 

How sweet on a bright Sabbath morning 
To lis t to the clear ringing bell: 
Its tones so sweetly are calling, 
Oh, came to the church in the dell. 

PIT'IS (YOUNG) Now, al] join in the Chorus--
Oh, come, come, come, come, 
Come to the church in the wildwood, 
Oh, came to the church in the dale; 
No spot is so dear to my childhood, 
As the little brown church in the vale. 

PITTS (O!D) All that happened "long, long ago." I am glad to look back to those 
days and recall the friendships and the experiences--even the hardships--of 
life in that new country. I spent forty-seven years of my life in Iowa. I 
have been back to Bradford and the Little Brown Church just once since I left. 
The occasion was the fiftieth anniversary or the church. Mr. Nutting was, 
there, too, grown gr s:y, but not old, in the service of his Master. And there 
again, we sang the old song, which they tell me is now sung the world over. 
It did my heart good to hear it, and the sound of the "blear ringing bell n. 

MUSIC CHORUS, SINGING, "THE LITTIE BROWN CHURCH", 'WITH THE BELL 

NAR Because of the song, The Little Brown Church has become one of the most 
famous religious shrines in the New World. Hundreds of young couples come to 
~ married in this unpretentious house of God, haJ lowed now by memories of al­
most ninety years of worship •nd of service. 
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